THE BEAVER HERALD, BEAVER. OKLAHOMA

7,

sYNOPSIS,

r —
might,
in his town,
th In order that the family fortunes
ht benent by the expecled rise of hin
&rminx daughter, lLorelel. A wall-
wn eritlie Interviews Lorelal Knlght,
pow stage beauty with Bergman's ey ue,
for & special article. Her coin-hunting
mother outlines _crelel’'s ambitions, but
lomson, the press agent, later adds his
nformation, Lorslel attends Millljonaire
Hammon's gorgeous enterialnment Sha
gﬂll Merkle, & wealthy duv ptie. Bob
harton comes uninvited arelel  dis-
4 blackmall plot againet Hammeon
ln which her brother 1a Involved. Merkis
am! Lorelel have au auto wreck. The
‘Blackmullers Leamireh har good name,
Laorelel learns her mother In an unserus
pulops plotter, Bhe fnda In Adores Dem-
orest u real friend, and Ands Hob Whar-
ton Is likable. Laorelel lenves her family
oes tn live alone, Lorelel and drun-
b Wharton are tricked into mar-

Wendering how she can pos.
sibly escape the drunken ca-
resses of her new husband the
first night of thelr marriage,
Lorelel finds the problem wsud.
denly solved for her—but In a
The demonas of
blackmali and Intrigue which
have followed her give way to
devils of bloodshed and murder,
How she acts In a traglc crisis
Is told In Rex Beach's best
style In this Instaliment.

ghastly manner.

Bob Wharton and his bride and
Lilas and Jimmy Knight are in Lilas'
apartment celebrating the w Jding
when Hammon enters. He and Lilas
are quarreling.

CHAPTER XIVY—Continued.

During this angry scene Lilas had
pot risen nor spoken, Her eyes were
wvery black and very brilllant mguinst
her palior, and she was smiling de-
risively.

“Walt!" she Interposed. “I'm not
going to stay here with this old—fool.”

Hammon grew purple; he ground his
teoth.

“You shall stay. We're going to
bave a talk and settle things once for
mil”

Lilaa rose swiftly with n complete
change of manner; she wns smiling no
longer; her face was sinlster,

“Very well” she agreed, ““Tonight.
‘Why not? But I want Lorelel to stay
and—hear. Yes'"

“No, I don't want her"

“1 do."* Lilas' bad temper flared up
promptly from the hot conls of spite.
ful, drunken stubbornness. “‘She’ll
stay till yon go, or else 1'1l put you ont
too, I don't trust you." She laughed
disagreeably.

“I'hen have your way. It's you 1
want to talk with, anybhow, dronk ns
you are. Now, Bob—wlill you may
goodnight? He waved the two men
from the room, and the outer door
closed behind them.

Lorelel had lttle desire to remain
a8 the witneds to a distressing scene,
but she selzed upon the delay, for
even a sordid lovers' quarrel was pref-
ernble to the carcsses of a sodden
bridegroom, Dut daylight scemed a
long way off—she feared Bob would
not fall asleep during this brief res
plte.

“Now come with me, If you pleass."”
Hammon turned In the direction of the
library, and Lilas followed, pausing
to lght a clgarette with a stodied -
difference that added fuel to his rage.
Lorelel sented herself at the disordered
dining table and stared miserably at
the wall,

“Well 7 sald Hammon, when he and
Tdlas were nione. “Is this how you
live up to your promises?"”

“How did you know 1 went out to-
pight? she mmguired in her turn.

“I had you watched. After what
happened last night I was suspiclous,

}' “Are You Just Drunk?” He SBald.

I've been waliting for hours—whlile you
wwere out with that grafter, drinking,
carousing—"

He bent toward h1 r, white with
fury, but she blew the wmoke from her
cigarette iuto his face, and be cheeked
himself, staring nt her strangely. She
had seated herself upon the edge of the
reading table, one foot swinging ldly,
She watched him with a brooding, In-
solent amuwement.”

“Are you fust drupk.” se s=ald, un-
mﬂnly. ‘up—Bavre you completely

your sowess T

“Yeu, I'm 4ronk. What are you go-
ing 10 do sbout NNV
Y R camine mesm mastn't tmbk lke tlat:
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O
bfus

you're not yourself, Lilas." He ran

Lis eyea over the luzurious lttle room;
he wiped Wis face with a shaky hand,
feeling that It was he who had lost
his senses.  “The wine s talking.
When 1 asked you to marry me [ never
dreamed—-

Ehe eved him sllently with an ex-
pression he conld not fathom, then
naked, “Tell me, do you really care
for me?

Jarvis Hammon was a virlle, head.
strong man; his world had come suid-
denly, Inexplleably to an end. Iils]
volee wna hoarse, as he answered
| “Do you think I'd have made a fool
of myself if 1 hadn't? Do you think
I'd have rulned myself 7™

“Have you rnined yonrself?
interrupted, guickly.

“Not quite, perhaps: but what I've

she

lost, what I've sacrificed. would have
ruined most men. My bome Is gone. |
and my famlly—as you know-—yes, |
and a good many other things you |
don't know about. Floancially I'm not
done for—"

“*That's too bad."™

“Fh? I don't understand.
are you getting at®

“I'll tell you, 1 never Intended to
marry you, Jarvia"™

He started an If ghe had struock him.

“That's what I sald,” she reafirmed,
“and 1T'll tell you why, Look at me—
cloge.”

He did as she directed, but saw
nothing, his mind being In chaos. It
had been her intention to eall Lorelel
to witness this dramatie disclosure
and thus enhance Ita effect, but In the
excitement of the moment she forgol
“Look at me" ahe repeated. “I'm Lily
Levinskl."

“Tevinskl. A Jew?" he exclaimed,
In ndlve surprise.

“Yes. I'm Joe Levinskl's girl.
you remember?”

“A Jew!" It was plaln that the
name mesnt nothing.

She slid down from her perch and
approached  him, erying roughly,
“Don't you remember Joe Levinskl?
Hammon shook his head, “He worked
for you In the Bessemer plant of the
old Kingman mill, Don't you remem-
ber?"

“There were four thousand men—"

“He wnn killed when the converter
dumped. You were rushing the work.
Do you remember now?" Her words
came swift and shrill

Hammon started; a frown drew his
brows together, Hix mind groped back
through the years, and memory faintly
stirred, but she gave him no lelsure
to speak,

“1 was walting outside with hia din-
ner bucket, nlong with the other wom-
en. [ saw himy go. 1 saw you kil
him--"

“Liing! Good God, are you crazy "
he burst forth

“It was murder.”

What

Do

*"Murder?"
“It was, You 4l it. Yonu killled
him." She had dropped her clgarette,

and it burmed a black scar into the
rug at thelr feet. Hammon retreated
a stop, the girl followed with blazing
eyes and words that were hot with
hate. *“You spllled that melted steel
on him, and I saw it all. When I grew
up 1 prayed for a chanee to get even,
for his sake and for the sake of the
other hunkies you killed. Yom killed
my mother, too, Jarvlis Hammon, and
made me a—a—"

“Be qulet!” he commanded, roughly.
“The thing’s Incredible—absurd. You—
the daughter of one of my workmen—
and a Jew!"

“Yes, Levinski—Llly Levinskl, And
you wanted to marry me," she gibed.
“But 1 fooled you."

“I guess T—must be—ont of my
head, 1 never knew the man—tbere
were thousands of them; aceldents
were common. But—you say—" He
gathered his whirling thoughts, and,
strangely enough, grew calm. “You
say you prayed for n chance to get
even— 8o, then, you've been humbug-
ging— By God, I don't belleve It!"
“It's true, It's true. It's true”
shrilled the girl ko hysterically that her
volee roused Lorelel, sitting vacant-
eyed In the room down the hall, and
brought her to her feet with ears sud-
denly strained. Lorelel could hear
only & part of the words that followei,
but the tones of the two voloes drew
her from her retreat and toward the
front of the apartment.

“I knew yon,” Lilas was saying. “1
figured It all out, and—yon were easy.
You were a bigger fool than I
dreamed."

“You took my money—you let me |
support you!" eried Hammon, in bitter
necuan tion,

“Ob, 1 dld more than that, I planned
evervthing that has happened to you,
even that blackmall,"

“Blackmall! he shonted Did you—
was that your—1?' He grew suddenly
npoplectie; his eyes distended and red-
denad with rage.

His dlamay delighted ber.
“Certalnly,” she smiled, ‘“‘Half the
money is n my bank at this minute—
besides all the rest you've given me.
Oh, Pve got enough to live on with-
out marrylng you. Who do yov think
put your wife wise and gave her the
evidence for ber divorce, eh? Tbluk

it ever. Do youl remember those Iet-
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Your wife will read them snd your
daughters—*'

Jarvis Hammon rousesd himself at
last, Surprise. locredulity, dlamay
gave place to fury, and, as o all primi-
tive natures, his wrath took shape as
an Impuise to destroy,

“You'll—do that—eh?™ His tone,
his bearing were threatening. He ad-
vanced as If to #eige ber In his great
heands, and only ber quickness saved
her

“Don't touch me! Her volce ended
In n lHttle shriok ns she evaded a wee-
ond effort to grasp her, and placed the
tahle between them., “What do you—
wean

But it seemed that she had done her
work too well, for his answer was llke

Its Report Echoed Loudiy.

the growl of a hungry beast. His eyes
roved over the table for a weapen, and,
reading his Insane purpose, she cried
again:

“Don't do that. 1 warn you—"

The nearest object chanced to be
n erystal globe in which was set a tiny
French clock—one of those library or-
naments serving as timeplece und pa-
perwelght—over this his hand elosed;
he moved toward her

“Pat that down,” she eried. e did
not pause., “Put it—" Bhe wrenched
at the table drawer and fumbled for
something. Hummon uttered a bellow
and leaped at her,

It was a tiny revolyer, small enough
to Ot Into a man's vest pocket or a
womuan's purse, but Its report echoed
loudly. The nolse came llke & cannon
shot to the girl in the hall outside, and
brought a ery to her Ups, Lorelel fung
bersolf ngainst the library door,

What she saw reassured her momen-
tarily, for, although Lilas was at bay
ngainst a bookease, Hammon was
rooted in his tracks, A strange, almost
ludicrous expression of surprise was
on his face: he was staring down at
his breast; the revolver lay on the floor
between Wim and Lilas,

Lorelel gosped an Incoherent gques:
tion, but nelther of the two who fuced
ecach other appeared to hear it or to
notlee her presence in the room,

“I told you to keep off," Lllas chat-
tored, Her eyes were fixed vpon Ham-
mon, but her outflung arms were
pressed agalnst the support at her back
as If she felt lerself growing wenk.
“You did it—yourself. I warnel you!

The man merely remained motlon-
less, staring. But there was something
shocking In the parnlysls that held him
and fxed his face In that distorted
mold of speechiess amazement. Finally
be stirred; one hand crept lnside his
wilsteoat, then came away red; he
turned, walked to a chalr, and half
fell upon it. Then he saw Lorelel's
fuce, and her agonized question took
shage out of the whirling chaos of his
mind.

“Where's Bob?"
“Call hiw, pledse.”

“You're—hurt. I'll telephone for a
doctor; there's one in the house, and—
nnd the police, too.” Lorelel volesd
her first lmpulse, then shrilly appealied
to Lilas to do something. Bot Lilas re-
mained peirified fn ber attitude of re-
treat; frow the pallor that was whiten-
Ing ber cheeks now it might have been
ghe who was In danger of death.

“Don't telephone,” sald Hammon,
husklly, “You must do just as I say,
understand? This mustn't get out, do
you hear? I'm npot—hurt. I'm nll
right, but—fetch Bob., Don't st him
eall a doctor, elther, untll [—get home.
Now hurry—please.”

Lorelel rushed to the outside door,
restraining with diffcuity a wild fm-
pulse to rum screaming through the
hall. With skirts gathered bigh and
breath sobbing In her throat, the girl
fled wp the stalr to her own door, where
she clung, ringing the ball frantieally.

he =sald, faintly.

tara? Yoo were very ludlssrest—and—

fhe could Lear Rob's—hey busband’'s
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volee Inalde, ralsed In the best of hu-
mor, Evidently he was telephoning.
“Yen. Two boura ago, 1 tell you
With book, ball and candle ™
Jim's footsteps sounded,
opened the door, the

hia hand

n lls arm few out
to his sister's support us she staggered
in

“Sin! * What—" he cried at sight of
her

“Romething—Areadful.”

Bob continued his cheerfal colloguy
over the wire, “Say! Here she I8 now
We'll expect & marble clock with glit
cuplds from you, Merkle— Want to
sy hello?" He lurched axide from the |
telephone as Lorelol snatched the re-
celver from his hand

“Mr. Merkle,” she crled,

“Hello! Yos Is that you?”
Merkle's steady volee

“Come quick—quick.*™

“Whnt's wrong? he demnnded, with
a sharp changy of tone, “Has Bob—7"

“No, no, It's Mr. Hammon, He's
downstalrs with-—Llins, and bhe's hurt—
shot, I—I'm frightened.”

She turnsd to And Bob and Jim star-
ing at her.

“Come." she gasped.
dying.”

Bhe led the way swiftly, and they
followed,

ChAme

“1 think he's—

CHAPTER XV,

Merkle found his chanfeur just elos-
Ing the garage door, and three minutes
Inter his car was sweeping westward
through the park like the shadow of
some flying bird,. The vaguencss, the
brevity of the message that had come
to hilm out of the night made It terribly
alarming, Jarvis Hammon's financlal
interests were in no conditlont to with-
wtand a shock; for a long time many
of them bad been under fire. Ie had
committed his assoclates to a program
of commercial expansion, never too se-
cure even under favorable couditions,
and one, moreover, which had pro-
voked a tremendous assauit from rival
wteel manufnciurers, Now, with Ham-
mon himself stricken at the crisls of
the struggle, there was no telllng what
results might follow,

But Merkle's apprehensions were by
po means purely selfish, Hammon and
Lie had been friends for many years:

perb, something terrible about his un
changlng grimness,

“In  your ear outside,
asked

Merkle shook his head
thinking swiltly
that, anyliow.
man."

“Geota eah™ Jim offered, In & panie

“Ihe eab delver would be sure to—""'

“T'N drive.,” DBob wvolunteersd, *“I'm
drunk, but Fve done It before when
I was drunker, IU's an old trick of
mine—sort of & jJoke, see? Glve me
some money—a cabby'll do anytling
for money at this time o' night.”

Merkle eyed the speaker In momen-
tary doubt, then bhanded him a roll of
bank-notes. “IU's a serjous business,
Bob, but Jaris can’t stay here, There's
somebody else to conslder besides us
nond—Mlss Lynn. I'm thinking about
Mra. Hommon and the girls.” He fol
lowed Bob to the door and let him out,
stepped awliftly down the hall, then,
without ¥nocking, opened the door to
Lilas Lynu's bodroom and entered.

Lilas wos busied at her dressing. At
his entrance she uttered a frightened
cry and a sliver spoon slipped from her
nerveless Ongers, Merkle saw a little
open box, a glass of water, the cap of
a pearl-and-gold fountnin pen, but took
scant potice of them, being too deeply
stirred and too niuch surprised at her
appearance. She was po longer the vi-
tal, dashing girl he had known, bat a
pallid, cringlng wreck of a woman,
Bhe shriank back nt sight of him, bab-
bling unintelllgible words and cower-
Ing as If expecting a blow,

“Did you shoot bimi?"
griwmly.

Bhivering, choking, speechless, Lilas
stared at blm, A repetition of his ques-
tlon brouoght no reply.

Selsing her roughly, he shook her,
muttering savagely:

“If T were sure, by God, I'd strangle
yon!"

Bhe remained Hmp; her expression-
leas stare did not change.

Merkle heard a stle behind him and
found Jimmy Knight's blanched face
peering in at him. Even fright could
not entirely rob the younger man's fea-
tures of thelr sly inquisitiveness,

John?" he

Me wan
“T wonldn't darve risk
The driver In a bew

bhe asked,

they shared a mutunl respect and af-
fection, and, although Merkle wns emi-
nently practica!l and unemotionnl, he
prayed now ns best he could that
Haommon might not be grievously In-
Jured,

Asd the machine drew up to the Ele
ganeln, Jimmy Knight leaped to the
running board and sald bhurrledly:

“Send your driver away.”

Merkle did as he was directed, realiz-
Ing hix worst fears. When he and Jim
stood alone on the walk he ingulred
wenkly, “Is he—dead?”

Jim shook his head, and Merkle saw
thut he was deeply agltated, “No.
But he's got a bullet In his chest™

Together the men entered the bulld-
ing and at the first ring were ndmitted
to Apartment No, 1 by Loreie] herself.
She led them stralght Into the library.

Perhaps a quarter of an hour had
clnpsed since the shooting, but Jarvis
Hammon still sat In the big chalr. He
was breathing quletly. Bob Wharton
stood beside him,

“John!* The fronmaster smiled pal-
lidly ns his friend conme and knelt be-
slde him. “Yomn got here quickly.”

“Are you badly hurt, Jarvis?"

“The thing Is In here somewhere."
Hammon took his hand away from lls
breast, and Merkle saw that the fingers
waen bloody. “Can you get me out of
befw quietly

John Merkle rose to his full helght,
his lips writhed back from his teeth,
Harshly he inquired: “Where I8 that
wowmnn 7"

“Bhe's back yonder In her room,"
Bob told hlm. *“She’s HL™

Merkle turned, but, reading his in.
tent, Hammon checked him, crylng in
A strong volee: “None of that, John, 1
did it myself. It was an—aceldent”

“1 don't bellove It.™

Hammon's eyes met those of his ae-
cuser; the two stared at each other
steadlly for a moment,

The other ocoupants of the room had
listened breathlessly: now Lorelel
stirred and Merkle rend more than
mere bewlldermment In her foce, He
opened bis lps, but the wounded man
did not walt for him t5 speak.

“You must belleve me!” be sald, ear-
nestly, “IU's the truth, and 1 won't
have Lilas fnvolved—we've bein a
great deal to each other. Tonight—I1
necused her wrongfully. Yt waa all my
foult—1'm to blame for everything.™
There was a pause. “Now get we out
of here as quietly and quickly as you
can. I'm really not hurt much. Come,
come! There's nobody home except
Orson and some of the kltchen help,
and Orson is all right—the woinen are
gone, you know. He'll get a doctor.
It's a—bad business, of course, but I've
thought it all out, and you must do ex-
actly as [ pay."

The effort of thls long speech told on
the sulferer,

Sweat beaded his face; nevertheless,
hs jaws remalned firmly @sst; bhis
glance was purposeful, his big baonds
were gripped tightiy over the arms of

“Mr. Hammon's calling yon," said
Jim, then blinked at the wretchedly
dlaheveled woman,

“Here!" Merkle beckoned hlmm with
a Jerk of his hend. This gir] must get
awny from here. Bhe'll ruln everything
in her condition, Try to put her in some
kind of shnpe while Lorelel packs her
bag. We had better get her out of the
country if we can”

Jim's quick eyes took in the articles
on the dressing table. “Ha! Do
he exclalmed. “She’s o cokor--she's
filled berself up. Buot, say—you don't
really think she—did iIt, do yout"

“I don't know what to think. It'a
Just as bad, elther way, Hammon's
wife and daughters must never know,
Now, quick. See what you can do with
her."

Merkle returned to the library, sent
Lorelel in to her brother's assistance,
then scanned his friend's face anx-
lously. But Hammon had not moved;
the sweat still stood upon his lips and
forebend, his Jaws were still set like
stone.

Several months before, Bob Whar-
ton, during one of lis hilarious mo-
ments, had concelved the brilliant no
tion of biring a four-wheeler and driv-
Ing & convivial party of friends from
place to place. The success of his ex-
ploit had been so gratifylng that be
had repeated the performance, but he
was in o far different mood now as
he left the Elegancla, The shock of
Lorelel's nnnouncement, the sight of
bl stricken friend, had sobered him
consldernbly, yet he was not himself
by any menns, Al one noment he saw
and reasoned clearly, at the next his
Intoxlention benumbed lls senses and
distorted bis mental vislon. For once
in his life he wished himself sober.

Broadway, that pulsating artery of
New York life, was stlll flowing a thin
strenm of traific despite the lateness
of the honr, and Bob's mind had be-
eme clearer by the time he reached It
Beveral taxleabs whirled past, both
north and south bound, but he knew
becter than to hire them, so he walted
an pationtly ns he could while those
billows of Intoxlention continued to ebb
and flow through bis braln, robbing
him of that careful judgment which
he fouglt to retaln,

At Inst the clop-clop-clon of a horse’s
hoofs sounded close by, and an un-
shaven man In an anpclent high bat
steered s four-wheeler to the curly
barking, “Keb, kob!™

Bob lurclied forward and Iald a hand
vpon the driver's knee. “Very man
I'm lookin' for.” The hiccup that ful-
lowed was by no moans intentional.

“Yea, slr. Where to, sle?”

Hut Bob shook his head vigoronsly
and waveid a comprehonsive gosture
toward the weat. "“Got a party of oy
own back yonder—everybody soused
but me—understand? ['m the ounly

home, see¢? How muochT
“How much for what?' demanded
the eabman,

“For the eab—one hour, Il bring

the chald, There was gomething su-

it back."

Nothing exeept Bob's personal
pearance preventsd the driver from
whipping up without mere ado. The
night was old—and these jokers some-
times pay well, the man reflected.

“How'd I know you'd bring it back 7™
he Itlill'l[ﬂ'ﬂ.

“Matter of honor with me. I'll be
back in ne time, Wil ten dollars be
right? 1'll make It Oftcon, and you
can lond me your coat and hat, We'll
exchange—have to, or no joke. In If
A got

The offer wasn tempting, but the
Ariver cannily demanded Wharton's
name and address before committing
himeelf. The card that Bob handed
him put an end to the parley; he
wheeled Into the aide street and re-
moved his long, nlckel.buttoned cont
and his battered tile, taking Bob's
brosdeloth and well-blocked hat in re-
turn.

“First one o' these T ever had on™
he chuckled, “1f yom aln't back I'
tnke these gind rags to Charley Volee's
hiotel, eh ¥

“IRight! The Charlevoix. But I'll be
back.™ Hob drove away with a parting
flourish of his whip.

The elevator was In its place, the
hall-man dozing, when Wharton en-
tered the Elegnnoln and rang the bell
of Lilan Lynn's apartment, Once he
had gnined admittance little time was
wasted, He and Merkle helped Ham-
mon to his feet, then each took an arm;
but the exertlon told, and Jarvis hung
between them like a drunken man, »
gray look of death upon his face.

“Watch ont for the door-man,” Jim-
my Knlght eautioned for the twentleth
time. “Make him think you've got o
souse. "

“Aren’t you coming along?" asked
Rohb,

Bat Jim recolled. *“Me? No. I'll
stny and help Lilas make her get-
away."

Merkle nodded agreement. “Don't
lot her got out of your sight, elther, un-
derstand?  There's a ship salling In
the morning. See that she's aboard.™

Jarvis Hammon spoke. “1 want you
a1l to know that I'm entirely to biame
and that T Ald this myself. Liias is
n—godd girl,” The words came labori-
oualy, but his heavy brows were drawn
down, hla jaw was square. “1 was
clumsy. [ might have killed her. But
she's all right, and I'll be all right, too,
when I get a doctor, Now put that
pistol in my pockel, John, Do as I say.
There! Now I'm ready."

Bob Wharton mounted the box and
drove to Central Park West. At Sixty-
seventh street he wheeled into the
sunken cnusewny that links the East
and West sides,

Once In the shadows, Merkle leaned
from the door, crylng softly, “Faster!
Faster!”

Bob whipped up, the horse cantered,
the enb reeled and bounced over the
cobblestones, rocking the mné'll man
pitifully,

To John Merkle the ride was terrible,
with n drunkard st the reins and In
his arms a perhaps fatally Injured
muan, who, despite the tortures of that
bumping earriage, Interspersed hia

groans with crles of “Hurry, burry!"
When he felt the grateful smoothness
of Fifth avenune beneath the wheels he

hm'uw
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“Did You Shoot Himi"
aﬂml,a

leaned forth & second time and warned
Bob., “Be caveful of the watchman i
the block™

The liquor in Bob was dylug; be bent
downward to inquire, “1a he all right?

Merkle nodded, then withdrew his
head.

The Hammon residence has changed
owners of late, but many people racall
its tragic assoclationa and continue to
polnt it out with interest. It is & mas-
uive plle of gray stone, standing just
east of Fifth avenue, and Its bronze
doors open vpon an exclusive, well
kept slde street. At the farther corner,
dimly discernible beneath the radlance
of a street light, Bob made out the
watchman, now at the end of his pa-
trol. The moment was propltious;
there could be no further delay.

He Aaskod

sober one, %0 I'm goln' to drive ‘emn ¥

Do you belleve Lilas ia really
gulity—was she justiied? And
do you think that Jimmy Mneght

will use this occasion to colfest
blackmall money?
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